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T11K KIC11T AHM ; oTThe Patriot
, and the Traitor.

Fifty years bgo a terrible storm shook
tbe city of London. At tbe dead of tbe
nigbt, when the storm was at its highest
an aged minister, living near the suburbs
of tbe city was aroused by an earnest cryfor help. Louking from bis window, he
beheld a rude man, clad in the course at¬
tire of tbe sweeper of the publio street.
In a few moments, while the rain came
down in torrents, and the storm growledabove, the preacher, leaning on the arm of
the scavenger, threaded his way throughthe dark suburbs.

That very day a strange old roan had
fallen speechless in front of the scaven¬
ger's rude home. The good-hearted
street sweeper had taken bim in, laid him
on his own bed.he had not spoken once
.and now he was dying.

This was the story ot the rough man.
And now. through dark alleys, amongmiserable tenements, that seem, to toppledown upon their heads, into the loneliest

and dreariest suburbs they pass. Thut
white haired minister and his guide. At
last in a narrow court, and up a fight of
stairs that creaked beneath their tread,
and then into the death room.

It was in truth, a miserable place
A glimmering light stood ou a broken

chair. There was the rough walls, there
the solitary garret window, with the rain
beating through t e rags and straw,
which stuffed the broken panes.and
there amid a heap of cold ashes the small
valise which it seems the strager had *itb
him.

In one corner, on the coarse straw of
the rsigged bed. lay the dying man. tie
was but hnll dressed.his legs were con¬
cealed by military boots.

TIih >gi'd preacl>«r drew near and
looked upon him And he looked.throb
. throb.you miijht hear the death-
watch ticking in the shattered wall.

It was the form of a strung man,
grown old with cure more than age.

Theie was a face that you.might look
upon once, and yet wear in it your mem¬

ory forever. Let us beud over .tbe bed
and look on that face.
A bold forehead seamed by one deep

wrinkle between the brows.long locks
of dark hitir. sprinkled with gray.lips
tirmly set, yet quivering as though they
had a life separate from the life of '.he
man.and then two large eyes, vivid,
burning, unnatural in their steady glare.
Ah. there was somethiog so terrible

in that face.something so full of unut
terable loneliness, unspeakable despair.
that the aged minister started back in
borror.

But look, these strong arms are clutch¬
ing at the vacant air.the death-sweat
starts in drops upon the cold brow.the
man is dying !

Throb !.throb !.throb !.beat the
death-watch in the shattered wall.
"Would you die in the faith of a Chris¬

tian ?" falcwred the preacher, as he knelt
there on the dark floor.
The white lips of ilia death-stricken

man trembled but made no sound.
Then, with the agony of death upon

him, he arose into a sitting posture. For
the first time, he spoke :

"Christian !" he echoed in that deep
tone which thrilled the teacher to the
heart, "will that faith give me back my
honor ! Come with me.with me far,
far over the water. Ha ! we are there !
This is my cative home. Yonder is the
church in which I knelt in childhood.
yonder the green on which I sported when
a boy. But another flag than that waiv¬
ed when I was a child. And listen, old
nun; wero I to pass this street as 1 pass¬ed when but a child, the very babes in
their cradles would raise their liny hands
and curse me. The graves in yonderchurchyard would shrink from my foot¬
steps, and yonder fl.tg would stain a bap¬tism of blood upon my heart."
That was an awful death-bed. The

minister has watched the "last night,"
with a hundred convicts in their cells and
jet never beheld a scene as terrible as
this.

Suddenly the dying man arose. He
tottered along the floor. With those
white fingers, whose nails are blue with
the death chill, he threw open the valise.
He showed his military coat trimed with
silver, an old parchment, a piece of cloth
that^ looked like the wreck of a battle
flag.*

. Look ye, priest, this faded coat is
spotted with my blood !' he cried, as old
memories seemed stirring in his heart..
This is the last coat I wore when I plant¬ed th t b-inner of the stars on Ticondero*
ga. That bullet hole was pierced in the
fighf at Quebec; now.1 am a.let me
whioper in your ear.'

' Now, help me priest," he said in avoice growing suddenly tremulous; 'helpme put on this coal of blue and silver..
For you see,' 'and a ghostly smile came
over his face, 'there is no one to wipethe cold drops from my brow; no wife,
no child.I must meet death alone; butI will meet him, as I met him in battle,without fear.*

While he stood arraying himself in that
worm-eaten coat of blu«> and silver, the
good preacher spoke to him of faith inJesus. Yes, of thai geat faith which
pierces the clouda of human guilt, and
roll* them back from the face of God.

.Faith !' echood the strange man, who
stood there erect, with the death-light in
his eye. 'Faith, can it give me back myhonor ? Look, ye, priest, there over the
waves, sits George Washington, tellingto his comrades the pleasant story of the
eight years' war.there in his royal hall
I*'1.* G«org« of England bewailing in his
idiotic voice the loss of his colonies. And
here am I.I.who was the first to raise
the flag of freedom, the first to strike the
blow against that King.here am 1 dy¬ing like a dog !'

The awe-stricken preacher started back
from the lo<>k of the dying tnan, while.
throb.throb.throb.beat the death-
watch ia the shattered wall.
'Hush 1 silence along ihe lines there 1'

he muttered in that wild, absent tone, as
though speaking to the dead; 'silence,
along the lines 1 Hark, you. Montgome¬
ry, we will meet there in victory or death 1
Hist 1 silence, my men, not a whisper, as
you move up those steep rocks 1 Now on
my boys, now on 1 Men of the wilderness
we will gain the town. Now up with the
banner of the stars; up with the flag ol
freedom, though the night is dark and
the snowfalls' Now.now." shrieked
the death-stricken man, towering there in
the blue uniform, with his clenched hands
waving in the air."now, now 1 One
blow and Quebec is ours 1"
And look. His eyes grew glassy. With

that word on his lips, lie stands there.
ah 1 what a hideous picture of despair,
erect, livid, ghastly 1 There for a mo-
meat, and then he falls 1 He is dead
Ah ! look at that proud iorm. thrown
cold and stiff upon the damp fl.ior. In
that glassy eye there lingers even yet,horrible energy, a sublimity of despair.Who is this strange man, dying here
alone in this rude garret, this man. who,
in all bis crime, still treasured up his blue
uniform and faded flag ?
Who is this being of terrible remorse ?

This man, whose memories link somethiogof heaven and more of hell ?
Let us look at that parchment and the

flag!
The old minister unrolls that faded

flag, it was a blue banner gleaming with
thirteen stars.
He unrolls that parchment. It is a

Colonel's commission in the Continental
Artriy, addressed Benedict Arni-ld!
And there, in that rude hut while the

deatbwatch throbbed like a heart in the
ahattered wall..unknown, unwept in alt
the bitterness of desolation, lay ti e corpseol that patriot and traitor. '

O, that our own true Wasliint»ton had
been there to sever that good right arm
trom the corpse, and while the dishonor
ed body rotted into dust, to bring home
that good tight arm, and embalm it amongthe holiest memories of the past.tor that right arm had struck many a

gallant blow for freedom, yonder bi

I'iconderoga, at Quebec, Champlain, and
S-irittoga.that arm yonder, beneath the
snow while mountain, on the deep silence
of the dead, first raised into sight the
banner of the Stars.

It was during the renowned expeditionthrough the wilderness to Quebec, that
Arm.ld encamped for two or three daysbeside the River of the Dead, near s
snow-white mountain, which rose in-live-
ly grandeur over all other mountains, in¬
to the autumnal sky. A single soldier
ascended the mountain with the hope of
beholding from its summit the rocks and
spires ol Quebec. When he came down
Arnold took from bis breast, where for
four days in privatalion and danger, he
had carried it, a blue banner gleamingwith thirteen stars. He raised it into the
light, and for the first time the Conti¬
nental Banner floated over the solitude
of the Dead River. This is a fact attest-
ed by history and corroborated by tra¬
dition.

Newspaper*..A New York journal
very justly compares the publisher of a
trust newspaper lo a farmer who would
sell his wheat on credit and not more
ihan a single bushel to any one person ;
the payment of a year's subscription is of
the same importance to the publisher, as
the payment for a bushel of wheat would
be.to the farmer. The harder the times,the more entire is our dependence on the
payment of these small yearly subscriptions.
The Fairbolt Herald, in the course of

an able article on the subject of newspa¬
pers and their infl tence upon towns in
which they are published, says :
"The announcement that a newspaperis published in a town, at once gives a

reputation of importance. A newspaperadds to the value of town properly in a
town where it is published. This is a
fact not generally appreciated, but a fact
nevertheless, and hence every propertyholder in a place is personally interested :n
sustaining a paper ; no money that be
expends during the year, returns him
such a per cent., as that which he paysfor his home paper."

13" A Connecticut schoolmaster asked
a lad from Newport,
'How many Gods are there ?
The boy, after some head scratching,replied:
*1 don't know how many yoa have in

Connecticut, but we have none in Rhode
Island.'

£3T There is no occasion to trample
upon the meanest reptile, nor to sneab to
the greatest prince. Insolence and base¬
ness are equally unmanly.

Imitations please, not because
they are mistaken for realities, bat be¬
cause they bring realities to mind.

SONG OF THE EDITOR.
>T C. TOLIS WOLTI.

The editor In bis-" Sanctcm" sat, . .'

With bin virago grim and aonr.
All «¦¦ silent without save the wind in the street
And the " Charlit " pursuing hia usual beat,

Calling the midnight hour 1
Hia " peepera " were awollen and red,

The rushlight waa melting away,.
" And to-morrow," to bimaelf he Mid,

" la publication day." ,

Write 1 write !! write ! 11
I fear I am growing dumb 1

I've divers notions in my head,
Which feels like a ton or two of lead,
Bnt they vanish as fast as they come t

Bru-.li, and scissors, and paste,
Taste, and scissors, and brash 1

If I conld collar one bright " jdze,"
I conld write with a perfect rush!

»

A nod 1 and a start! and a nod 1
My pen '» worn down to a stump;

I pause, and ponder, and scratch my pate,
My eyes the size of a pewter plate, ,
And my sconce on the table I bump I

Nod ! nod 11 nod ! I !
As I ret tumbled up in a heap.

What u ain subscribers shonld be so scarce,
And toe paper so vkby cheap 1

Write ! write 11 write 1 11
'With paper all blotted and smeared,

Write 1 write I ! write ! ! 1
With eyes all blinded and bleared I

Brush, and soissors, and poste,
Paste, and scissors, and brush I

'T is enough to drive an Editor mad,
And his liner feelings crush.

Oh ! man, who no paper will take,
For the use of your children and wife !

'T is not the pens and ink ye waste,
But the Editor's precious life !

Write 1 write 11 write 111
For a livelihood I must.

I wear out my shoes collecting the news,
And walK till I 'in like to " bust" 1

Tntdpo ! trudge 1 ! trudge !!!
With chceks both hollow and thin I

Trudge ! trudge !! trudge ! ! !
And oil for a little " Tim " !

For pleasure I have no apace,
Not a moment to lose have I.

Bugs aud disgrace stnre me full in the face,
So " BOOT, PlGOEE, OB DIE 1"

Wake 1 wake ! 1 wake ! ! !
To who learning hold as naught-

Do ye not know, for a dollar or so,
What your children can be taught I

Take ! take 1 ! take !! !
Tlio paper, and read the news :

Don't let your offspring li^ and die
Like a parcel of wild Yai\ps 1

Scratch ! scratch ! 1 scratch !! 1
While my brain is oozing away.

Scratch 1 scratch t 1 scratch 1 1 1
Till my hair is turning gray.

Oh ! man, for a moment bethink
How the PKINTEU you rob of his labor,

When a pa|«r you fob from a front door
knob,

Or borrow one of your neighbor 1

Write! write 1 1 write !! I
0 h ! but I'm weary and worn 1

Writ« ! write ! ! write 1! !
And the cocks aro crowing for mom I

And when for my homo I start,
1 reel liko a famished rat,

Folks say on the sly, as I totter by.
" TllKUEHK OOES WITH A BRICK IN HIS HAT !"

The editor in his" sanctum "sat
With his visage sod and sour.

All wassilcnt without save the wind in the street,
And tha watchman parading his usual beat,

Calling the midnight hour !
His peepers were swollen and red,

And the rushlight was melting away,
" And to-morrow," to himself ho said,

" Is publication day."

SQUIRE MA HKIIA.H ; Or Hotv two
Households became One.

Mrs. Benoni Benson was fat, fair and
forty-four, when ber husband, a soap boil¬
er iu very good circumstances, was called
from his lite task of contributing to the
general purification of mankind. Mrs.
Benson took refttge from her grief in a

pretty cottage, situated on the principalStreet in G .

At first she was inconsolable ; and she
used to say with a solemn emphasis, which
carried conviction to the hearts of ber
bearers, that nothing but the though's of
bur daughter Florence would have pre¬
vented ber from terminating her eziitence
by the intervention ol poison.

Mrs. Benson was in no small degree
indebted to Iter daughter.since in less
Lhan three months she threw aside her
mourning, and became as lively as she
always bad been.
Touching Florence, she had now reach

»d the mature age of nineteen, and began
:o think herself marriageable. She was

quite pretty, and tolerably well accom¬

plished; so that her wishes in that respect
were very likely to be fulfilled.
Just over the way lived Squire Maik-

ham. the village lawyer just verging uponifty, with his son Charles, who was about
balf bis age. Being a young man of
igreeable exterior, the latter was quite a
Favorite among the ladies in the neighborhood, and considered in common par¬lance quite a 'catch.'
As yet, however, his affectioDS had nev-

sr been seriously entangled, an"! might
nave remained so, had it not been for the
sudden apparition, one morning, of Flor¬
ence Benson on horseback.

It struck him at once that she was re¬
markably graceful, and really quite pret¬
ty. Thereupon he cultivated her ac¬

quaintance with increased assiduity, and
tfler a while asked the fatal question.Florence answered in the affirmative,
and instead of referring htm dutifully to
ber mother, hinted (being a romantic
young lady,) how charming it would be
to steal away to the next town and getmarried, without aDybody being any the
wiser.

Charles Markhaoi caught at the hint
which chimed with his own temperamentand they adopted it.

In order that it might be carried oat
with perfect tpocets, it was reaQlvet} to

seem indifferent to each other until thi
day fixed, in order to ward off any suspi
cion that might otherwise be roused.

So well were these arrangements car
ried out, that even Mrs. Benson had nc

suspicion of what was goin,; on.
Not so with Squire Markham. He had

obtained a clue to the affair in inme^mas
ner, so that he not only discovered the
fact of the elopement, but even the verj
daj on which it was to occur.

.81y dog, that Charles.' thought he tc
himself, as he Mt down before the fire in
bis dressing gown and smoking cap. leis
urely puffing away a choice Havana..
'Bat I don't wonder at it ; he only takei
after me.

' Siitl I owe bim something foi
keeping it a secret from me. It would
be a good joke, if I. were a little youngei
to cut bim. out and marry her in spile ol
him.

Squire Markham who was one of those
jovial widowers who take life as it comes,
mused more and more on this idea, stuck
out by chance as it were, till he really
began to think it was worth something.

'After all,' shouted he, 'I am not so

old, either, or at least the ladies say so.
and they ought to be good judges in such
matters. I ought to have been a bach¬
elor a good while, and ought to have
lound out before this how much more
comfortable it would be to have a pretty
wife to welcome me home, and do the
honors of my table, and to help me keepthat rascally Charles in order. Egad 1
I've half a mind to do it.'

Squire Markham took two more whiffs
and exclaimed :

'I vow I'll do it.'
What this mysterious it was, we will

leave the reader to infer from his very
next movement. Ringing the bell he in¬
quired of the servant :

'Is Charles at home V
'No, sir; he went out this morning, and

will be gone all day.'
'Hurrah 1 that's all. So much the bet¬

ter for my purposes,' thought he when
alone.
'Now I shall have the ground left to

myself. Let me see ; the rascal intends
running away next Thursday evening,
and to day is Monday. Nothing like stri¬
king while the iron is hot. I'll write to
her in his name, telling her that I have
altered my mind, and will go just at dark
to-morrow night, She won't expect any
thing till tl<e knot is tied, and then what
a lau^h we shall have.

Squire Markham did not consider that
it mi^ht make a little difference with the
bride expectant. He considered it a cap¬
ital joke on his son. but looked no fur¬
ther. He accordingly drew his writing
materials towards him and indited the
following epistle :

'Dearest Florence:.I find the day
fixed for our elopement on some accounts
ebjeclionable. and would like, with your
consent, to substitute to morrow evening.If I hear nothing in return from you, 1
shall infer that you assent to this arrange
ment. I shall have a carriage in readi¬
ness under the old oak tree at half past
eight o'clock. You can walk there with¬
out attracting suspicion, and as there will
be no moon, we shall be'&ble to carry out
our plans without fear of discovery. I
am happy to say that the Oovernor does
not suspect in the least that a daughter-
in-law is in store for him. Won't he be
ashamed ? Your devoted

CitAKLEr*.
.E^ad !' said Squire Markham, laugh¬ing heartily, 'that isn't bad, especially

about humbugging me. Charley could
not hare done any better himself.'

So saying he sealed it up and sent it
over by a little Irish boy in his employ
roent, having first marked 'private' in the
corner.

.Be careful. Mike, to give it to Miss
Benson, and let no one else see it was
the parting injunction.

Mrs. Benson was tilting in her quiet
parlor casting her eves over a late Dum¬
ber of the 'Atlantic Monthly.' Florence
being absent on a whopping excursion, she
whs left alone. The ringing of the bell
brought her to the door. With surprise
she saw Mike, Squire Markham's boy of
all work.

'Please Ma'am,' said he, holding out
the missive, 'a letter for Miss Benson,
an' it's very particular that no one else
should see it.'
The air of mystery conveyed in this

characteristic address aroused Mrs. Ben¬
son's curiosity, especially when she ob
served that it was addressed to her daugh¬
ter. and not to herself, as she supposed.
She returned to the parlor.not to read
¦he Magz&ine. that had lost it* attract
tions.
.What in the world can it be ?' the

thought, 'that they could be so teeret
about? Can Florence be carrying on a
clandestine correspondence ? It may be
something that I ought to know.'

Stimulated by her feminine curiosity,
Mrs. Benaon speedily concluded that the
would be false to her responsibilities as a

parent, if she did not anravel this mys¬
tery.

.Here's pretty doing !' she exclaimed,
as soon as she could recover breath .
'So Florence was going to run away and
gel mxrried to that Charles Markham
without as much as hinting a word to
mo 9* Vme 7

She leaned her bead upon ber band,
and began to consider. She was natur¬
ally led to think of her own marriage with
the late Mr. Benson, and the happiness
of her married life, and she could not
help heaving a sigh at the recollection.
'Am I always to remain tbus solita¬

ry V she thought. 'I've half a notion
not to show it to Florence, but to ran

away with Charles to morrow night on

my accoimt. It's odd if I can't persuade
him that the mother aint as good as the
daughter the glanced complacently at
the atill attractive face and form reflect
ed from the mirror.

Just then the heard the door open and
Florence entered. She quickly crumpled

up the letter, and thrust it in her pocket.
Florence anil Charles did not meet duringtbe succeeding day, chit-fly in pursuance
of the plan they agreed to, in order to
avoid suspicion.

Squire Markham acted in an exceed¬
ingly strange manner to his son's think¬
ing. Occasion!v he would burst into'a
hearty laugh, which be would endeavor to
suppress, and pace up and down the roam
as if to walk off some of his superabund*
ant hilarity.

.What's in the wind V thought Charles
to himself. *Ii can't be tho Governor's
getting crazy.' Something was the mat¬
ter beyond a doubt. But what it really
was be had not tbe faintest conjecture.
At the hour specified, the Squire had

his carriage drawn up at the appointed
rendezvous. He began to peer anxiously
in the dark for Florence. At length a
female form, well muffled up, made its
appearance. Thanking her in a very
low whisper, lest it might.be suspected
that he was the wrong person, he helped
her into the carriage, and drove off.

During part of the journey, nothing
was said. Both parties were desirous of
concealing their identity. At length.
Squire Markham, considering that afier
all be could not marry the lady without
her nonsent, and that the discovery must
be made before marriage, decided to re¬
veal himself, and then urge bis own suit
as well as he could.
.My dear Miss Florence,' he continued

in his natural voice.
.Why I' shrieked the lady, 'I thought

it was Charles.'
.And I,' said Squire Markham, recog*

nizing Mrs. Benson's voice, 'thought it
was Florence.'
'Was it you eir, who was arranging to

elope with my daughter ?'
'No, but I conclude it was you, ma'am,

who was meaning to elope with my son.'
'Indeed, Squire Markham, you are

wrong; the affnir came incidentally to my
knowledge, I concluded to take her place
secretly, in order to frustrate her plans.'

'Egad, the very idea I had myself !'
said the Squire laughing; 'but the fact is,
ma'am, we have both been confoundedly
sold, and the mischief of it is, I have left
a letter for Charles, letting him know it ;
so undoubtedly he will take the opportu¬
nity to run away with Florence during
our absence, and plume himself, the
rascal, on tbe way in which I was taken
in.'

'I confess that I left a note for Florence
to the same purpoie. How she will
laugh at me. What an embarrassment !'

.I'll tell you what,' said the Squire, afr
ter a moment's pause, 'we can carry out
our plans after all. We each came out
wiih the intention of getting married..
Why not marry each other, and then you
know, we'll make them believe we had it
in view all aloog and only intended to
frighten them.'

Mrs. Benson assented with a little urg¬
ing. and in the course of an hour tbe twain
were made one. Tbey immediately re¬
turned. but fouud as tbey anticipated ;
that Florence and Charles, discovering
their departure, had stepped off in a dif¬
ferent direction, with a similar intent.
They made their appearance tbe next

morning.prepared to laugh heartily at the
frustrated plan of their parents, but learn¬
ed to their astoninbment that they had
struck up a bargain for themselves..
Squire Markham and his new wife had
the address to convince them that it was
all a premeditated plan, and to this day
the younger pair are ignoraot of the plot
and counter plot which led to this double
union of the two households.

Tub Ropx Bur .It was one of the 6rst
days ol spiing when a Udy who bad been
watching by the sick bed of her mother
for some weeks, went out lo take a little
exercise and «f>j'»y the fresh air. She
hoped that she might hear a bird sing or
tee h liide wild flower which would apeak
to her of her future hope, for her heart
was full of anxiety and sorrow. After
walking some distance she came to a rope
walk. At one end of the building she
saw a little boy turning a large wheel; she
thought it too laboiious for such a' child,
and as she came near she spoke to him :
'Who sent you lo this place ?' she ask¬

ed.
.Nobody.I came of myrelf."
.Does your father know you are here ?
.1 have no father.'
.Are you paid for your labor ?'
.Yes; I get ninepence a day,'
.Do you like this work ?'
.Well enough; but if 1 did not I should

do it. that 1 might gel the money for my
mother ,

.How long do yoa work in the day
time ?'
.From nine till eleven in tbe morning,

and from two till five in the afternoon.'
.How old are you !
.Almost nine.'
.Do you ever get tired of turning this

great wheel ?'
.Yea sometime*.'
'And what do you do then T'
.1 lake tbe other hand.'
Tbe lady gave him a piece of money.
.Is this lor my molber ?' be asked

looking pleased.
.No it is for yourself.*
.Thank you ma'am.' the boy said, and

tbe lady bid bim farewell.
She went home strengthened in her

devotion to duty, and instructed in true
prnclical philosophy by the words and ex¬

ample of a little child. 'The next time,'
she sbe aaid to herself, 'that duly seems

hard to me. I will remember the child
and take tbe other band.'

/gyCorreciion does much, but en¬

couragement does more : encouragement
after censure is as the son after a show¬
er.

Let it be thy constant persuasion,
that there ia no evil bnt halb somethinggood lying under its bark.

' *-> >L* OV .U ( r , V TVJ ^ 1, i i' I U1
.( .[FromUij^ow.^jjAO^^.l,^DYIN9 HOURS OP AABOH BURR.

TEsjkkojiy ¦swOaPUBLISHED RESPECTING HIS
CHARACTER.
In reply to the inquiry made in oar

columns a few weeks ago, for more defi»
nite information respecting the religiousviews and experience of Aaroo Burr, in
the last Lours of Lit life, a lady of greatintelligence and worth, a lelative of the
family of Ogden E, Edwards, who was
Burr's last friend^ writes to us a letter,
from which we take a few extracts. The
facts here stated are thrilling in their own
interest, and they are sufficient to stamp,
as it deserves, the great crime against
society, committed by the recent biogra¬
phy of that bad man. Our correspondentwrites:
"My . Ogden Edwards, who

died in 1848, felt a grateful interest in
Col. Burr, from the fact of his hiring in
his prosperous days aided my grandfa¬
ther Timothy Edwards, jo pecuniary dif¬
ficulties. He admired also the mind Qod
bad given him. whiob, in all bis depreda¬
tions. shone forth in the most brilliant
and fascinating narrations. He spen^ a
week at my father's after he was 70. and
my impression of him and of all he said
and did, is very vivid. He was a hater
of all mankind, and a trifler of all wo
mankind, and violated all (be rites of hos¬
pitality in the licence of his behavior..
Parton's book is a tissue of lies, as far as

family matters are related, and ob, bow
evil in its influence upon young men. Myfather used to say that Burr's killing
Hamilton, was the least of all his crimes.
"Mr. Edwards found that Burr was

continually annoyed when he liveo in
Nassau street, by a set of miserable be¬
ings, who pretended to have claims uponhis charity. Ona morning, there were
eighteen or twenty, each telling the story
of bis or her wrongs. The larger part
were women. He snatched a shilling
from under his pillow, and threw it among
them, saying, with one of his withering
looks, 'There, ye harpies, take the last
cent I have.' Mr. E. then removed him
to Richmond, Staten Island, employed a
faithful Irish nurse to attend him, and
went down every day to see him.
"One day as he approached the hotel,

the nurse met him near the door, saying,'Indade .sir, he's very bad; be wants the
priest.' Mr. E. sent her for the Dutch
clergyman, and immediately entered Col.
Burr's room. He found him struggling
with death, and all he could understand
was, 'Call the priest, call the priest.'.
The nurse soon returned with a Catholic
priest, but he did not enter the room..-
My added, with a shudder, it was a
learful scene, and I never wish to speak
of it again. My mother told me three
months before her death, that OgdenEil wards mentioned precisely the same
circumstances to her.
"We would gladly wish that the graveshould bide all the dark catalogue. But

the life of Col. Burr is a study of no
mean interest and importance, and it is
not of fearful import that the shoal uponwhich so gifted a being was wreoked,
should he discovered."
Such is the testimony that has now

been developed, and although it merely
lifts the curtain for a moment upon the
last hour of Burr, that moment is sufficient
to show us the dying sinosr strugglingwith the great enemy, and calling help
from the religion he had his lifetime
trampled under foot.

FALL.
Summer, with its bright, warm day*

and cloudless »kie*. baa once more passed
from us, and joined in the *wift current
of the past. Tbe many hours of pleasure
that we have been permitted to enjoy du¬
ring its brief visit, causea a pang of sad¬
ness to swell up in our bosom as we be¬
held its laat hour* disappear from us. It
has carried wi'b it its casket of perfumes,
and gathered up ita scattered jewels,
and borne them off in triumph to some
far distant land. The evening zephyr
sighs o'er ita departure, and breathe* in
a.veet, soft whispers a parsing dirge.

But Fall follows in ita wake, and bids
us view the beautiful in nature era uid
Winter's icy fingers Lave passed over, the
scene. It tells us. in glowing language,
of it* thou*and-and-one beauties,. ita
gorgeous sunsets, tinging with purple and
gold tbe leavea of tbe foreat, cappiog with
its rich, mellow light a thousand bills, and
bespangling with diamond* a thousand
stream*. It picture* to u* the tftamie*
of an autumn .ky..bow the Great Mas*
ti-r has penciled and mapped out tbe dark
blue dome of heaven, and how beautifully
He baa blended together tbe shades of
evening with the hours of departing day.
It tells us to observe tbe falling leaf,.
how, after it has fittingly fulfilled ita mia-
sion, and added beauty to the grove and
forest, it withers and dseays, and finally
falls again to tbe parent earth. It tella
ua of the lovely Indiao summer, when
the field and the foreat are dressed in
robes of beauty, aod nature itaelf amilea
upon the scene.

We have now earnestly entered into
tbe company of Fall, with whom we must
bold converse during tbe few remaining
daya allowed ua, ere we are introduced to
stern, old Winter, who, wrapped in bia
mantle'of snow, breathes witb icy breath
a cold, cold welcome. What a ebillioea*
creep* over ua while we are in bia pres¬
ence, aod bow aeemingly cbeerless are
this uld man's looka wben aeated on bia
throne. Already the nigbu are growing
long, and tbe damp night air wbispera to
us thai Fall ia here, and bids us give a

look to oar wardrobes to see if they are in
order for use wben tbe Winter aeaaon ar-

rivea. Soon will tbe bright aparkling fife
prove acceptable, and tbe accustomed
routine of evening amusement* break ia
upon oa, for though we have only ad¬
vanced a few week* into tbe Fall season,
it, like the Summer will aoonpaaaawaj
forever..Philadelphia Commonwealth.

SCHOOL.
The following good story ia an acknowl-

A few ^M*s since, some rogoisb Wn
inaJtQwn> sot a thousand miles fromJM*
capital of New Hainpi-hi/e, prr»uuM
Joseph N., or u he waa generally called,
"Joe," to attend Sunday School. Joe
wu an overgrown, half willed, profane
la<l, and the boys anticipated conaidera-
bio fan'ootonjiin; but the answerslotnS
various questions propounded, were giv¬
en ao readily and oorreetly, that no oa«
could for a moment suppose that he waa
not veraed in theologleaUore.
Joe waa duly ushered in bia place on a

settee in front of the one on which hia
friends were aeated, and the recitation
commenced.
The teacher then questioned the elaas

on their regular leason, and afterwarda
tnrned\lo Joe.
.My friend,' aaid the teaehar, 'Who .

made the world we inhabit' ?
'Eh ?' aaid Joe. turning up hia eysa,

tike an expiring calf.
'Who made the world we Inhabit V
Juat aa he waa probably about to give

ihe anawer, one ol the boys aeated behind
naerted a pin into hia(Joe'a)paata .about
nine inches below the ornamental buttons
an hia coat. 'God Almighty.' answered
Joe. in an elevated tone, at the same time
rising quickly from his seat.
.That ia corfreot,' replied the teacher,

but it ia not necessary that you should
rise in answering; a sitting poaturs ia just
is well.'
Joe was sealed, and the catechism pro*

seeded: 'Who died to aave lbs world V
The pin waa again inaerted, and Joe re.

plied, 'Jesua Christ,' in a atill louder
roice, rising, ns before from bia aeet.
¦That la alao correct, but do not aa&>

Test so muoh feeling ; do be more eoi»»
posed and more reserved in your man¬
ner,' aaid the teacher, In an ezpoatulating
Lone.

After Joe had calmed down, the exam*
ination went on.
'What will be the fatal doom of all

wicked men ?' wss the subject now up
for consideration, and aa the pin waa

again 'atuck in,' Joe thundered out, with
a higher elevation of bia body, 'hell and
iamnation.'

' My young friend,' aaid the inalruetor
'you give the trne answers to all these
questions ; but while you are here, we
wish you to be more mild in your worda.
3o endeavor, if you ean, to reetrain your,
snthuaiasm, ana give a leas scope to yoot
feelings.'J

. I

Lkatuir Briicrii..What would lb*
young men of the present day and gener-
alion, who will wear nothing but tba beat
of broadcloth say, if tbey ware obliged to
dress like tome of tbeir ancestors ? Aa
soon aa a youngster went to learn a trade,
he wai fitted out with a pair of leather
breeches, which generally lasted him
with care and patohing and meoding until
he was free. He then had another pair
as a part of his freedom suit, wbioh veryoften served him through life.
We well remember tbe laat of the leath¬

er breechea in Newburyptrt. Old Daa-
con F., the cobbler, was the wear«r.-~

*

He out a queer figure in them ; bis lag*
of tbe Doctor 8lop make, measuring a
triBo over twenty inobes in length'. Tba
knees had bean patched and patebed and

flatched again. Aa to tbe s«at t as we
ire to write it, at the beginning of erary
winter a huge patch of aola leather waa
there put on.half-soling them, as tha old
man wonld facetiously tarm tba opera*tion.which be would remove when the
spring weather would render tba ibiek
addition uncomfortable. A faei.

[Baton Pott.
Illinois Politics..Dr. Leroy, tba ad¬

ministration candidate for Coagreae ia
tbe third distriot, has withdrawn. Ha
advises his friends to support iba regular
democratic nomineaa. including thoea rep¬
resentatives who will rota for Mr. Doug¬las.

Mr. Breckinridge baa written a letter to
tbe 8tata central committee ia wbieb Im
save he cannot endorse Iba course of Mr.
Douglas in the lata aeaeion of Coogreaa
upon the Kanaaa question, but that qoea-
tion being practically eetiUd, aad Mr.
Douglas being tba leader of tbsilclHS-
racy in lllinoia in their present tight
against black republieaniam. ha sympa¬
thises with him and desirea bia saeeeaa..
Ha truata that tba democracy of lUimuU,
whiob haa never give* a sectional rote,
will not now be found a laggard in duty
to the oonatiiutioo and iba Unioo. Tba
report thai Mr. Breckinridge desirea Co
addreaa the people of lliiaoie ia iaoorreo*

tiT Commercial Oent... Another oat-
break, eh 1 These riots will be a terrible
biodcaqcfl to all kind of baaineaa.'

Faahionable Oent...'Aw, deaaay J.
Delighted to bear itl Aw, always bad
tbe greatest aversion, to all kiada of baal»
nesa.'

Duatb or a ViaoiWAa..CajK. W. L.
Holmes, of tbe steamer Creeceal, died oa
tbe I2tb inat. at Mew Orleaaa. of yellow
fever. He formerly lived ia yfrfiaia,
waa about 38 years old aad waa woil
ia CiaciaaaiL

tST Old WowA*.'I viah I rash ia
heaven.'
Jake.. I viah I wars ia a sbtill bows.'
Old woman.'Tkatah te vay.Ohake

ha alvaysh vaatsht to pa ia ta paaht
place.' St

^ ¦

tWA waggiab candidate eomiog ia tha
eouraa of hie caavaaa to a tailor*a shop,.
"What wa look for bere, are measuraa,
not me*/' aaid be.

^.w

JOT Ha who bates his neighbor is mie-
erable himself, and makes all aroond him
feel miserable.


